


The Tragi die 

Qm. Alas pcorc foulc, I enuie not thy glory, 

To feedetny humor, wifhthy felfe no harme. 

Uni.Gto. No, when he that is my husband now, 

Came to me I followed Henries courfe, 

When the blood was fearfe waftit from his hands, 

Which ifliied from my other angell husband. 

And that dead faint, which then I weeping followed, 
O.When I fay, I lookt on Richards face. 

This was my wifh.be thou quoth I accurft. 

For making me foyong foold a widow. 

And when thou wedft, let forrow haunt thy bed, 

And be thy Wife if any be fo badde 
As miserable by the death ofthec. 

As thou haft made me by my dearc Lords death, 

Loc cuen I can repeate this curfc againe, ' -*< 

Euen in fo ftiort a fpace, my womans heatc 
Crofty grew captiucto his bony words. 

And proud the fubie&s of mine owne foules curie, 

W hich c ucr firice hath kept mine cyfes from fleepe, 

For ncuer yet, one hourc in his bed, 

Hauc I enioyed the golden 3ew of fleepe. 

But hauc bene waked by bis timerous dreames, 

Bcfidcs he hates me for my father Warwick*! 

And will fli'ortly be rid of me. 

Qa. Al&$ poore foule, I pitty thy complaints. 

Dut.Gle. No more then from my foule I mourneforyouti 
Qu. Farewell, thou woefull welcomer of glory. 

Dut. glo. ^duepoorc foulc thou takeft thy leaue of it. 
Dut,Yor.G o thou to Richmond?*, good fortune guide the* 
Go theu to ‘Rjchard, and good Angels guard thee. 

Go thou to fani9uary,good thoughts poffcffe thee, 

I to my graue where peace and reft lie with me. 

Eighty old yearcs ofiorrow hauel fecne. 

And each houres ioy wrackt with a weeke of teene. 

The trumpets found , Enter Rjchard crowned Bucking' 
ham, Cate shy, with other Trebles 
King. Stand all a parr. Coufenof Buckingham, 

Giu„ me thy hand : Here he afetnds hii 


iheTkki, 

* Thus high by thy ad nice 
jfV Add thy t fliftancc is King Richard feated .• 

Bu' fliail we were theft honours for a day? 

Oi fhafl they laft and we icioyce in them? 
i»c. Still line they.and foreuet may they laft, 

Kmf, O Buckingham now I doe play the touch 
i To try if the u be currant gold ndeede : 

7bn° Edward lines : thinke now what I would fay 
Bid. Say on my gracious foueraigne. 

King Why Buckingham ,1 fay I would be King. 

Buc Why ire you are my thrice renowned Liege# 
King, Ha : am I King ? tis fo.but Edward liucs* 

Buc. True noble Prince. 

King. O bitter confluence. 

That' E dward fttii ftiould Hue true noble Prince# 

Coufrn thou wert not wont to be fo dull , 

Shall ] bcplainel wifh the baftardsdead# 

And I would haucit fuddainly performde, 

What faieft theu ? fpeake fuddcnly,be briefej 
Buc , 7©tir grace may doe your pleafure. 

Kmg , Tut, tut, thou art all yoe, thy kindeneffe freezetb, 
Say, haue I thy. confcnc that they ftial! die ? 

Buc. Giue me fomebrecth my Lord, 

Before I pofitiuely fpeake herein? 

I will refolue your grace imediatlie. 

Cat. The King is angry fee he bites his lip. 

King, J will conuerfe with iron wittie fooleSj 
And vnrefpediuc "Bayes , nonearefor me 
That looke into me with con federa te eyes i 
£»;,high. reaching Buc ingham growes circumfpeSl 
Boy. Lord. 

Kmg. Knowft thou not any whsme corrupting gold 
Would tempt vnto a dole. exploit of death. 

%.My Lord, I know a difeontented 'Gerttlert^*, 
Whole humble meanes match t not hi* haughty ftfiade; 
Gold were as good as twenty Orators, 
aud will no doubt tempt him to any thing. 

What is bis name? 

;.His name my Lord, is Terrill. 






